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based on a tale from the Panchatantra 


It was afternoon in the jungle. The sun 
blazed angrily through the leafless 
trees. Dry grass crackled underfoot. 


The little creatures of the forest 
huddled in the shadows and slept till 
sunset. The bigger animals, tired and 
thirsty, looked for cool caves and 
hollows. 


The forest slept. The toad in his dry 
pool was too thirsty to croak. Not a 
chirp could be heard from the crickets 
in the bushes. Even the birds were still. 


There was only the soft footfall of a 
lion walking across the forest. 


Sher Simha the Lion was on his way to 
visit his cousin Leo Singh. It was a long 
walk for Sher as Leo lived right across 

the jungle. 














Sher had set out from his den a little” 
after dawn. ‘Have a good breakfast 
son,’ his mother pleaded. ‘It’s a long 
hot trek across the jungle.’ But Sher 
was in too much of a hurry to swallow 
more than a bite or two. He went 
bounding into the crisp morning. 


The air was fresh and cool, and full of 
exciting scents. Sher quite forgot he 
had to reach the other end of the 
jungle by lunch. There was so much to 
see, so many old friends to greet, so 
__ many adventures lurking in the twisting 
“forest paths, he simply had to explore 
them all. 





Sher stopped at last, out of breath 
from chasing a blue butterfly. 


. was he? 


The sun glared overhead. His eyes 
hurt from staring too hard at the sky. 
The blue butterfly was nowhere to be 
seen. He sat down on a tuft of grass, 
only to spring up hastily, for it was 
prickly with thorns. 





He was in a strange part of the forest, 
far from the path to Cousin Leo’s 
house. And he was hungry! If only he’d 
eaten breakfast! But he hadn’t, and he 
was miles away from lunch. He 
couldn’t even guess how many miles 
away, because he was lost! 


The forest was very silent in the hot 
hush of noon. Sher Simha’s heart grew 
small. He was not a very big lion. The 
trees loomed tall and stern. There was 
not another creature to be seen. 


‘Hello!’ called Sher Simha. It was not a 
very loud hello, and nobody heard him. 





‘There’s nobody left in the whole wide 
world!’ thought Sher Simha miserably. 
Perhaps he’d die here of hunger and 
never sce his mother or Cousin Leo 
again. At the thought, tears stung / 
his eyes. 


Lost and hungry though he was, Sher 

Simha nevertheless was a lion, and , 
lions don’t give up easily. He ae 
remembered just in time that he 


was a big fierce beast. Why, he 
was the King of the Jungle! 





Sher Simha tossed his mane and 
roared. His roar rocked and rattled 
and roused the forest from its 
noonday nap. 





“Ooooh, it’s a hungry lion!’ whispered 
the little creatures and crept deeper 
into the shadows. 


“‘Oh-ho, it’s a hungry lion,’ muttered 
the bigger beasts. “But it is too hot to 
fight!’ So they ducked into caves and 
hollows where the hungry lion couldn’t 
find them. 





None of them knew how small and 
how lost Sher Simha was. 


When nobody answered his roar, Sher 

Simha grew flustered. But very soon he { 
mustered his courage and blustered, 

‘Pll find some lunch or something else 

to munch! I have a knack for finding a 

snack!’ Sher Simha began to search. 








He growled as he prowled and the 
animals who heard him quickly slunk 
away. How Sher Simha’s stomach 
rumbled as he fumbled and bumbled 
and tumbled on his way! 


But there was no prey to be seen, and 
Sher Simha had no idea where he 
was going. 


Just then he sighted a cave. It 
looked cosy and deliciously cool, 
just the right size for a tired and 
hungry lion. Perhaps there was a 
tasty little animal fast asleep 
inside! 


Sher Simha leapt eagerly into the 
cave. The cave was empty, but a 
small bed of grass and dry leaves 
in the corner told Sher Simha that 
an animal lived there, and would 
soon return. 


‘Never mind,’ he told himself. 

‘I have just time enough for a little 
nap before my lunch comes calling 
on me!’ 
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Sher Simha was a very young lion or he 
would have recognized the cave for a 
fox’s den. Foxes are the cleverest 
animals in the forest, and Jack Siyall 
was the cleverest fox of them all. 

He was on his way home just as Sher 
Simha curled up on the soft grass mat 
for a refreshing nap. 


Jack had heard the roar of a hungry 
lion, and he knew just where a 
prowling lion would look for prey 
on a dry hot afternoon. 





Jack Siyall cleared his throat as he 
neared his cave. Sher Simha woke up 
hurriedly and crouched in the 
darkness, ready to pounce. 





“Hello Cave!’ cried Jack. ‘’m home!’ 


Cave? Sher Simha peered around. 
There was nobody else in the cave. 
The visitor couldn’t be talking to the 
cave, could he? But it sounded as 
though he was! 





‘Cave!’ called Jack Siyall. ‘Are you 
asleep, Cave? Why don’t you answer 
me?’ 


Sher Simha was amazed. A cave was 
only a hollow in a rock. How could it 
answer the animal outside? 


‘Why, what’s wrong with you today, 
Cave?’ Jack Siyall sounded angry. 
‘There’s not a word to be heard from 
you today! Oh well, if you aren’t glad 
to see me, I shall go away! I know 
when I’m not wanted.’ 





Sher Simha saw his lunch slipping 
away. Perhaps the cave really was 
enchanted! And perhaps the Talking 
Cave’s magic just wasn’t working 
today! 








Sher Simha didn’t want the fox to go 
away. So he called out, ‘Hello! Am I 
glad to see you! I was busy getting your 
lunch ready. Come right in, won’t you!’ 


‘Oh no, I won’t, you hungry little lion!” 
laughed the fox as he bounded away. 
“You must be very hungry indeed to be 
so foolish as to think a cave can talk.’ 


Twilight comes early to the forest. 
The lengthening shadows forced Sher 
Simha to creep out of the cave. Night 
would fall very soon and he was still 
miles away from Cousin Leo’s house. 
Hungry, sad and lost in the dark, what 
was a little lion to do? 


‘Are you lost, little lion?’ a kind voice 
asked. Sher Simha looked all around, 
but all he could see were three little 
stars dancing right in front of him. 
His nose wrinkled, his eyes crinkled 
and the stars twinkled right back at 
him as he began to cry. “Tell us where 
you want to go, and we'll guide you,’ 
the kind voice said again. 


‘Are you stars?’ Sher Simha asked 
through his sobs. ‘Do you know where 
Cousin Leo lives?’ 


Three voices tinkled with laughter. “We 
aren’t stars—we’re glowworms! We do 
know the way to Leo’s den! Follow us!’ 














And away danced the glowworms, 4g 
weaving through the trees, gliding over 
bushes, skipping and hopping between” 
thorns and brambles all the long 
winding way across the darkening 
forest. 


At last they came to a clearing. Sher 
Simha could see Leo in the distance, 
peering anxiously for some sign of his 
tardy guest. 


‘Look, there’s Leo!’ the glowworms 
said. ‘We must leave you now. 

Goodbye! Goodbye!’ And they had 
twinkled away over the bushes before 
Sher Simha could thank them. 


The moon was shining like a fat yellow 
lamp between the trees by the time 4 
Sher Simha, sad and ashamed, found 
his way to Cousin Leo’s house. 










Leo led him to a clear spring and 
Sher Simha drank his fill and 
washed his cut and aching paws in + 
the cool water. He was eager to © 
tell his worried cousin all about 
his adventure, but Leo said, 
‘Dinner first!’ 


Dinner! Sher Simha’s mouth 
watered when he saw the delicious — 
meal that awaited him. Leo had 
saved the tenderest, juiciest morsels 

for his favourite cousin. 


‘Foxes are clever,’ Leo said when 
he’d heard all about the Talking 

Cave. ‘But they’re wise too. What 

was it he shouted as he ran away?’ 


‘That I must be a very hungry lion to 
be so foolish as to think a cave could 
talk,’ said Sher sadly. 


“You wouldn’t have been so foolish if 
you hadn’t bee hungry! So ...’ 


As Sher Simha fell asleep, happy and 
contented, he decided never ever to 
skip breakfast again! 
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Ladybird Favourite Tales are the timeless, treasured 
stories that generations of children have grown up 
with and loved. These easy-to-read retellings, 
enhanced by exciting, richly colourful illustrations, 
faithfully capture all the magic of the original stories. 









Titles in the series 


The Crab and the Crane 
The Lion and the Hare 
The Mice Who Ate Iron 
The Monkey and the Crocodile dD 
The Crow and the Pitcher 
The Lion and the Cave 
The Doves and the Mole 
Riki Tiki Tavi 
q The Jackal and the Drum 
The Blue Jackal 
The Three Fishes 
The Singing Ass 
‘The Mouse Maiden 
q The Stupid Lion 
The Clever Hare 
The Elephants and the Mice 
























ttt the > e4/07027 164: 


= ii wl Hy 


781 844°22086 


-ion and the ¢ 
Fite tales) 


a ae 











_— 


